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Friday, 24 March

The family at the little farm of Gastons seems to me a very happy
family. I think they have the true secret of happiness. When I
entered they were all sitting at tea round the table. There was the
patriarchal grandfather, Robert Crook, with his white smock-
frock, rosy face, and the sweet kindly benevolent look in his eyes.
The kindly people asked me to join them at their humble meal and
I did not want a second invitation. The old man took up the sheet
of music and looked at it. He is a musician and used to play the
flute at Tytherton Church. Presently the old man rose with a
courteous apology and went out to attend to the business of the
little farm. 'Daddy! Daddy!' cried the children as their father
passed the window and the strong comely pleasant-faced carpenter
Palmer came in from his day's work, greeted me' kindly, and sat
down by the fire while his wife prepared his tea. I think he is a God-
fearing man, and a fond husband and father. He told me how for
ten years he had walked to and from Chippenham in the early
morning and late night in wild weather, often in times of flood and
in such darkness that he had sometimes to go down on his knees
with his little lantern to see if he was in the path, but how he had
always been cheered and brightened and helped by the thought of
the beacon light of home and the wife and children and the love
that awaited him there.

Wednesday, 29 March

Visited William Pinnock, the old blind man, and took him from
my mother a basin of Mid-Lent frumenty. He said he had only
tasted it once in his life. He used when he was a ploughboy on a
farm in Melksham Forest to be sent every Mothering Sunday with
a jug of frumenty from Melksham Forest to a house in Lacock
Village.

Thursday, 30 March

A lovely warm sunny morning, the purple plumes of the silver
birch fast thickening with buds waved and swayed gently in the
soft spring air against the deep cloudless blue sky. The apricot
blossoms were blowing and under the silver weeping birch the
daffodils were dancing and nodding their golden heads in the morn-
ing wind and sunshine. This afternoon rain came on. I went down
to Greenaway Lane and called on Mrs. Morgan* Then I went to